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Tim and Tiny
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this man who wrote to Abner about me.'"

“Perhaps he in 0 rich  uncle,”  soggested
furt, in some oxcilement.

Pt Timereltsed Lo get exciled. .

“1 am not romantic,” he wid, “and | won't
believe in the wnele until 1 wee him.

At thin juncture Whitton retumed

*The Hpanianl is disposed of” he
“and now we'll have a go at Darringer
will he here directly,”

Whitton seated himself Inl the driik. and

led out some paper and pens and an ime
’;:mf law ook, and Burt sl Tim ook
aents near the window., Hardly had they
dote o before o policeman hronght in Aliner,

He lockeds decidedly dilapidated after  hin
night's imprisenment and be cast o doleful
planee at the boys

The policeman retired and left Lim stand-
im0 the middle of the room, and Lo add to
his wnesmsiness, Whitton pretended not 1o no-
tiee bim for n full minute.  Then the de
weetive cloned the luw book with a alam and

mid,
He

!‘rl‘ulr pame i Abiter Darvinger, T helieve ™
“Yem, wr.” was the husky anawer.

“You are & farmert”

"Yﬂ, o
*Married!
“No, wir.'

Whitton kept this up for some Lime, and
&l ity moled down all the anewers until
m|im||pv Abner wan all in a flutter

“Well, Darringer,” wd he, at longth, *1
mppose you know the penalty for the crime
you bave committed.” _

“What erime!" ssked Almer, his  knees
knocking together, while Hurt had wll  he
could do to smother o chuckle,

Rir,” amhil Whitton, severely, are
strangely dense,  Thie young man informe me
that you bid a plot to kidnap him. Is that
tre?”

Mt in" maiil Tim, firmly.

Abner passed his hanid over his forehead in
a béwildered way, and then stammersd oot:

“Me? Why, what nonsenme b thin? Judpe;

a mumn't bolieve nothin® that boy tells you
r:fr ketched him in more fibe than you'd
think ilde.”

"llul::l-:" exclaimed Whittan. ““This is &
wervy sertois charge.  Mr. Haker, you hear
your veracity impugeel.  Hive you sny de
mial 1o make or any further proof to offer?

Tim was guick to take the vue, :

“My friemd here slso overheard the plot.”

“f did,” maid Bart, quickly riging to his feet,

Then he went on and related the conversa-
tiuvn between Abmer aml Vincento, to the uts
wer diwmay of the old man.

That will do,” sid Whitton, as he con-

“you

ol b
Then he consulted the lnw book again with
moat gravity, aml made nomerous potes,
“The (reof,” mid he, looking st Abner
lh-mlr. “im conclusive. The penalty i ten

e’
Y What!" eried  Abner, wlaxgering - back
“Trn years in 1ie

againat the wall ’
“That’s what 1 waid. In consideration of
1 am worry for ymli
t o

your years it = only ten,
ol man, but you should have though
thin before,  You had no imducemnt to com-

mit this erime, and the punishment will be a ®

n to you'

Aboer sank into & chair,

R owill kill me,” he moansd. “Oh, Belsy
Helwy! why didn't 1 take your sdviee an
stay to home?”

Whitton tapped on u bell, and a poliseman
appesred. e

“Take wway the prisoner!™ he commanded.

The policeman lsid & hand on Abter, now
Jimp s & mg, and had hauled him up to
e mv‘khm Whitton scemed to bo struck
L n thought.

“One moment, Jones, You may retire.”

The policeman saluted and went out.

“"Now Derringer, lsien to me. 1 will give
you & chance fo escape the
- rve.

Chapter Twenty-Four

A SUHEME THAT DIDN"I' WORK-TINY
AGAIN
BN/ if e
ln&un in :n. mﬂm

ol back to hia
n':ud“n‘t.h‘: wipposed h’g‘ﬂﬂ:

Uafnb:nmnh.

ve olwerved your ::ﬁhwl o
morse,” Whitton, bruvely; " 1 have
also mm the affect thet

o confinement

vo on_your :

+ yeu,” ammred r, oarnestly, 1

roully couuldn't wtand i rd-'. 1} ask

oy "ﬁlﬁu ,&"t&m'f,"m. g g A
agin me.

m

“ .

meving t Tim wea about to make an

mant remark. "1l take your word for il.

You are an obd man, and | won't wend you to
prison :Ei] ot 'Iﬂll"i‘l.“

“Hoar n?’un’t. "ihe decision as Lo whether

or you will to jail rewis with you.”
"1 don't umhnznd J{lj’lr."
iperen, must d wamnelhing in return for your

"1'1{ do anything, judge. I'm & poor man,
but 1 won't stop st ten dollus—"
“I don't want wmoney," joterrupted ‘Whit-
ton, with an air of veverity, 1 n‘mplg ank
that you do justice 1o that youbg man.

b

“Do you mean that boy Tin sunpped Ab- me

ney, vigously, "1 aint dome him  jostiee,
ain't 1T it wait Gl 1 git him howse >

t’““;: dgn't -ui': to mnﬂmaadd ﬂ‘:hduw
ion alfairn rringer,” mi  hilton,
sternly,  “Under no n:ﬁrmn-unr- ean you
ever mike Mr. Haker return Lo your fars”

“You don’t mean that, rnl i

“Yeu, | do. You bave wﬁl«l all eim
Lo his services, and if you wish him 1o with-
deaw Lhin charge againet you, | would wdvise
you o reveal ot sace the pame nud wrldres
of the wan who bas boen making inquiries
abowt him." ;

Abmer opened his mouth as i 10 sy some

Ming, and then shut his jaws in with n
snap,  He looked furtively st Tim, scen
his ehin thoughtfully with his band, while
his oyes twsnkled vitiotial,

punishmomt you f

“ITe's going to lie,” whispered Rurt to Tim.
“What man®" wked Abnor, useasily. :

“Comp, wir!" mud Whitton, sharply; “don’t
brv o deceive me.  We overheand all you
eaid to the Bpiniard There is a ceriain
nian Ionkinﬁ for Tim Baker, and | want to
kimow who he is snd where he lives."

Abner nppronched the delective, and lean-
g aver, miid, in e confidential tone:

“ludie, that air information i worth five
lndred dollum to me.”

Sbodon’t care what it is werth,” retorted
Whitton. “You muost divalge it or gu jmil"”

Abner looked up at the ceiling aud down
at the floor, werateéliond his Dead snd bit his
nnils, 7
Well,” he wild, slowly, and heaving u big
h, "l must, [ sappose | must, bot it
st right, and vou know it ain't. That boy
coxt e hapn of money—'

UNo matter sbout that, (o on

"Ihe pentlemean’'s name i T. A. R, or

something like thut; and his address is some
Iu-_-\. in fho postoffiee,”
‘Notrifling, wri” cyelalmed Whitton, an-
erily,  “That i the story yon toll Vin:
teiito on the schooner, but you must nol ex-
peet me o bolove 7

“hd you bear me tell that to Vineeute?"
asked Abmer, with a warnrised ook,

“We did.”

“Well, what story did you expect me to
tell? 1 can't tell nothin® but the truth, can
1% 1 left the letter to home, and 1 can't tell
you mdsactly the number of that postoffice
box, but #f you Jet me go, I'lb semdd it right
down to you in & letter,”

Whitton leaned back in his chair and look-

ed at the old man in balf- perplexity.
He rmn‘ul that Abner was not telling the
whole truth, yet he fully resbized the almout
impossibility of forcing & confession,
L Aho meoret was worth—or Abner {hought
It was—five hundred dollars, and that wae
un enorimous amount of money 1o fm,
Flainly be wouldn't tell unless he actually
waw Lhe privon doors closing in apon bim

Whitton thought it over and saw no wa
out of the dilemma. He knew that he woul
have to let Abner go if the man continued
obetinate, and yot be hated 1o acknowledge
!ugﬁllrfﬂl. "

m and Hurt were also on the ansions
seat, but tried their best to hide their anx-
wiy, An for Abner, he wis getting more at
s every moment. Perhapn *u- u'.'ﬁ letectod
lrrdtrg.t: at ':‘lu"rhle. he ne]rmigl-ed 4 emile
o drift .over his face, as he looked widewayn
at Tim and Burt. S

‘Thin silence lasted for nearly a minute, and
then, just as Whitton was about to speak,
the door opened and the policeman appeared;

He went over 10 Whitten and held & whin
pered comsultation for two or three uinntes.
At itn conclusion, the policeman sal down
near the door amid Whitton went out withowt
A dh mysterious, and. while

s was very ioun, whil
Tim and Burt exchangml looks of surprise,
Abner's face agnin asumed an alarmed aw

et a: m ,:t::

But there was nothi wakl b . mm“‘h
and it weemed an Ihnu;"hdnre I:Tl’.::n“l:- :n* ﬂ mml:d Lhﬁm" never J
excemied e ot < 0 bave, e guidunce o A gment o e

5 minntes. =,

When he reentered, his epes twinklod even ::n:it:-‘:”m renaowned, and ?ﬂ.
more than wgal, and Burt nudged Thn again. Hed by artists snd erition. by =
Whitlon resumved his seat, “0“ hin m. v pinyed the

i**l‘-:-:‘ Jou mid T. A, R” be mid, M e ol the foremit ?4-.:.5
looking bune, keenly. England, admaral those who

“Yeu, wir,” answered ibnzr, humbly. ta the ¥ s 1

'l

And you have the sumber
ul..-m-rij."'ﬁu;:umﬁ:“uufwh'

“Ye r,
v ]WE you UPI::! ma that letter, or & eopy,
replied Abmer, engerly,

“ o g
v

.@:ﬁ".‘{'mh -
s
sermed  daned nnml

i

U yout  exclaimod Tim, in wlarm,
“Now, Tiny, that was wrong. 1 raally an't
o t-lﬂ{l\ Bome day—"' 1 N

“Then tomorpow,” swid Tiny, pleadingly.
“0b, Tim, onmn! '

T, interposed  Burt, gravely, “you've a
most uncommonly hard-hearted chap,  How
eah you resint! Don't you see the hitle dear
in hall heartbroken over your refusal?
old fellow, for my sake, don'
of vourmelf,"

T oam sure be won't do that,” said Whit-
ton, with & smile, “He will goy 1 foel cer
tam he will ot enrry his wernples mo far as

that. Beel the littde givd i eryimg"

Bo she was  (ireat lears were slanding in
ber blue eyew.  Tim worrendered sf Qe
mighd

* hin confumion, wnd, upon thelr promise not to

Tim, oy
£ make & donkey g

Heo went once to a concert, and, alter hear-
ing the band play his col i deciared
that their execution was faulty,

the members of the

Bim wos introduced to
band, and mid to them:
."\!’gu have not dune justice to my composi-
anawered the litile urehin with aston-
inhment and eoptempt: 5 3

tion
“Your componition]”
&urhu-w“:pu with

Page Beven
COPYRIGHT BY JANER ELYREROY
T has been not alone when they had
reached man's estate that many of
the foremont mwen of the world {uvn
dinplayed their talents, Some of
their genius in their youth, and had
distinguished themeelves among their fellows
when younger than mowt of those who resd
thie mgasine,
Benjumin West showed that e was a born
month of June, 1745, one of hin sisters, who
win married, came with bher baby daughter dered
to visit her father. One day, while Benjamin b
wis watching the baby as it slept, bhe“mw
it wmile, and its besuty attracted hin atten-
He looked at it with a pleasure which bhe
had never before ex; 1, mnd ob-nm: i
some paper oo the tabile, with red and blac
inh-udm.lm-dndﬂnmanﬂd:wlhc
baby’e porteait, although at htl ume he was

them began to give an indication of
painter when only six years of age. In the
Lion,
only six years of nge, ever

wecn bl eNETAVInE.

.Iu-lt T :r: ﬁ:.ll cumpleted the wkebel, his
mother and wister cntered the room. Benja-
min hid the picture, but they had obperved

be angry with him, showed it to them. It
wis an excellent likenoss. Soch was the com-
mencement of the career of the foremont artist
of his time.

Bamuel .Wesloy, the great leader of the
Methodists, was onother man who wis o pre-
cocious bey. In bin earliest days he gave
proof of his fondnss for and devolion to mu.
wic. When he only four years of
tried to play on violin the King's An
and Fischer's Minuet, which he
wi from am organgri s

When but five years pld he could tell, when-

{ her to phy, what music
it wan, and what part of the lesson—sonats

of_overture, ‘

When Samuel was about eight yearn of e
D, Bovee called on his father, and waid tha
bt had besrd there wan an Englnh Mosart at

hin_howse
':Thdomrwx:ubo::dor;mﬂnuk of
el ) * te i
it mn!l.tll';:'bmmw: e
airs are certainly some of the prot-
Liest 1 huve ever meen, writes |
Mll:;""“ true a bass ar 1 can rule
sluady.
famuel wan wmoch notieed after ki
played on the organ before quite hu:'

i
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wmnd-lhﬁmiﬂnﬂw{mm What
oo by g Ghomars i I
[T 3
to hear a concprt at The it the }'1.,
avay B wantd Ty ood et of i,
wan, i ¥
home iwthuI::nMMth-chu

LY the urrival st a howpital of an
o tramp who bod et wHN Bn. Ascilints
one of the numes pot & thermemetor in
e mowth o iake hia lemperaiare. Later -
m -
he naked, “Well, my man, how do you feei?"
feel all right, sie” y i
4 you had b Ly
-'H%*, 1’ -
A lady gimme 8
wir!™ ?
A wmall boy who
on the enamel of
bheen by the '
His attracted
;Inhlnil ther elbowed
* 'O sruck my hoy? -
show me the man ‘oo
motorist steod up; he
two in his socks
"lﬂ.'.'h
“Serve' him right, wirl™ sid the
touching hia o
LI P i TS el
The dali.uhdllwh-
il
STl St o Sl
L there!" he A :
p e i e e
‘l‘l'i:q o o ¥ sunshine.
“‘ltnl:-‘ you would,” she |
ping her = £ _“Oh. T lhave
s lo e ey Tty o ons
nlrr;mﬂr. I ) Iﬂ:ﬁ:’k
i

In another instant she wan gone, lea
bewildered as i awskening from B "

ream, iy are
“ i . ‘m
= '\"crn_mt-t go with me,” he mid, turning ':' " <

Of conree," amsented that w1 don't oow,” was the indi
with a grin. ‘“This i & week of !‘a".".‘.'.u.""'..: :,“"'-hﬂ-—m-w
anil 1 l:':.vc promised to  see  you aafely And why are yon my
through it,” nakod -

“I dot't knew. o
“Because you kees stopping and
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